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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

MAKING LITTLE CLOTHES 

Grey rain on the window-pane, 
And in my heart grey rain — 

And the ceaseless whir of machines 
Pounding my weary brain. 

He had such a little share of life, 

And now he's gone. 
And all my heart went with him, 

Yet I go numbly on, 
Making little clothes 

Just the size of him, 
Little clothes for others 

But nevermore for him. 

Grey rain on the window-pane, 
And in my heart grey rain — 

And the endless grind of machines ' 
Beating a dull refrain. 

ALWAYS AND ALWAYS 

Always and always 

I go out from myself 

In the silver morning, 

Out to greet some new friend, 

With my arms laden with friendship gifts 

And a hundred little songs of gladness on my lips. 



Ruth Harwood 

Always and always 

I return to myself 

In the purple twilight — 

Back to the comforting sureness of myself, 

To fill my empty arms again with gifts, 

To ease the little hurt my heart has brought. 

Ruth Harwood 



THE UNLOVED 

Stephen, son of me, 

You will never be born, my dear. 
Light of day you will never see, 

And the earth-sounds never hear. 

But after I have died, 

When I come to the courts of the sun — 
Though husband-love I have never had, 

And lovers never a one — 

You will stand with a ripple of joy 
On the lips that have never smiled, 

And I shall clasp my son at last — 
My child, my child ! 

Alison Buchanan 
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